"MARSE HENRY"

caught my fancy, for there the nights seem peopled
with the ghosts of warriors and cardinals, and there
on festal mornings the spirits of Petrarch and his
Laura walk ahroad, the ramparts, which hade de-
fiance to Goth and Vandal and Saracen hordes,
now giving shelter to hats and owls, but the atmos-
phere laden with legend

"... tasting of Flora and the country green,
Dance and Provencal song and sum-burnt mirth."

Something too much of this! Let me not yield
to the spell of the picturesque. To recur to mat-
ters of fact and get down to prose and the times we
live in let us halt a moment on this southerly
journey and have a look in upon Lyons, the in-
dustrial capital of France, which is directly on the
way.

The idiosyncrasy of Lyons is silk. There are two
schools of introduction in the art of silk weaving,
one of them free to any lad in the city, the other re-
quiring a trifle of matriculation. The first of these
witnesses the whole process of fabrication from the
reeling of threads to the finishing of dress goods,
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